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THE COURIER 5

THe POKTRAIP SHE PAINTED.
8he was a little thing, with a smak
and piquant face. She wore a vivid
blue and white striped gown, which
come to know her
by.andherblondahudndanqm
her studio, as she <t
as stood there working
virowulyin the clear spring sun
light. The two, the gown axd the
hair, were the only glances of strik-
ing color in the place, and they
eye from
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& charming surprise. The gown, if
rather bizarre, was not the least de-
lightful, and the blue of the stripe was
Dot more than her sparkling eyes, so
that on the whole its gairishness was
to be pardoned. There was little else
inthephcetoullformnhnqﬂ-
ogy.

It was a long, gray, bare room, and
it needed something flashing and
Young and alert to break the mon-
otony of its time-stained walls, its din-
gy rafters, its curtainless windows.

If she had been less careless, she
might have found some rugs for the
floors, and a woman to sweep and
clean. For dust and dimginess and
cobwebs did not annoy Selina Rathe.
Having a horror of varnish and re-
straint, she went to the other extreme.

As she worked, she was frequently
interrupted. A crippled Frenchman
came with jonquils and primroses.

The janitor stopped to mend a brok-
en skylight. A small boy presented a
bill, and was sent away with a hand-
ful of silver change, which he rattled
all along the corridor. At last a fourth
summons did pot take her from her
place, but turning her face over her
shoulder, and raising her brows, she
shrilly cried “Come in.. The door
opened, and there entered a woman,

The door was at the farther end of
the studio. Therefore, the stranger
had the opportunity of fuily observing
that little figure in its unconventional
apparel, that mobile face. that bright
loosely arranged hair, which was fast-
ened at the nape of her slim neck with
a velvet bow, and fell in light curls
above her beautiful eyes, before Selina
had reached her. Selina, on the other
hand, saw a very striking young wo-
man of a type she had never before
happened to encounter.

The g'rl’s name was Evalyn Penmng.
ton. She was conspicuous and harm-
less and commonplace. She wore a
great deal of fur, and a bunch of vio-
lets pinned upon her muff. Her velvet
hat tipped up from her face, and was
covered with plumes. She was very
handsome in a low-browed, full lipped
styie. But “theatre” was bazoned in
everything about her,- her carrge, her
smile, her accent. Selina regarded her
with startled comprehension. A flush
of color overspread her little face, and
left it pale.

“I have come for my portrait,” an-
nounced the girl.

“I heard of you from one of my
friends. He said you were very clever
and quick.”

“Very well,” said Selina, with
scarcely a pause, “I will paint your
portrait, and I dare say it can be uone
in three or four sittings. Who was it
sent you?”

“Mr. Phillips.’

“Then you are—"

“Evalyn.”

She said it with almost a swagger.
Selina faintly smiled.

“Won't you sit down, Miss Penning-
ton? You were right in supposing Mr.
Phillips has spoken to me of you.
When can you arrange to come. Would
tomorrow do? 1 understand he—you—
are in something of a hurry.”

“Yes, he is,” she answered unblush-
ingly. “He's been after me for weeks
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to bhave it done. Very silly of him, |
am sure.” She arose. “Then I'll come
tomorrow.” Her eyes ran over the
room. “What an awfully dreary place!
Why don't you have it painted? No
portieres, no swords, no china, 1
thought studios were always pretty,”
she said naively, meeting Selinu's
eyes. “There. 1 must go. Shall I
come early—at nine?”

“1f you please.”

“Then good-bye."”

“Good-bye."

The door closed. Selina stood mo-
tionless, looking with dilated eyes at
the blank space in front of her. She
was trembling. Presently she begun
to walk back and forth, her eyes wude,
her shaking bhands clasped behind
her ' . b Y

“It's very absurd,” she said, stop-
ping at last in front of a little Pysche,
and addressing it. “A comic tragedy,
or & tragic comedy? Miss Peanihg-
ton ought to know. But we can't ask
Miss Pennington.”

In the morning, although it rained,
Evalyn Penningwn came. Throwiug
open the door with scarcely a knock,
she entered to find Selina kneeling be-
fore the stone grate, patiently xin-
dling a fire. When she arose, she con-
fronted Evalyn with so coloriess &
face and such shadowy eyes, that even
that obtuse young lady wus impressed.

“Say, you don't look weil,"” she
eried, drawing back and regarding Se-
lina. “You're awfully pale. Aren't
you well?”

*“Jhanks, I didn't sleep nicely,” said
Selina. *“1'm well enough. Shall we
begin at once?”

She seated Evalyn in a low chair,
arranged her velvet skirts, and raised
her dark head a trifle. Then she vom-
menced to paint, rapidly, even fever-
ishly, answering at the same time the
steady tire of questious, all on the
same subject, that Evalyn poured up-
on her.

“snow Mr. Phillips well?" she said,
carefully selecting her brushes. “Uh
yes, 1 know him very well. He is good
enough 10 come here and criticise my
work, and offer advice on the subject
of shadows and foreshortening. I
knew Mr. Phillips in lllinois where
our homes are. Do you mind kicking
that rug to one side? Thanks."

“Knew him when he was a boy!”
cried Evalyn. “How lovely! You must
tell me all sbout it. 1 suppose you've
bheard about me—about us being—

*] know,"” said Selina hastily.

“Was he a nice boy?"”

“Not_particularly,” she answered
drily. *“He threw up his college
pourse and disappointed all his friends
and spent more money than was good
for him. Still,” a little absently, “I
rather liked him."”

“Of course,” said the other enthusi-
astically. “And you like him now?"

“Oh well, yes,” she answered evas-
ively. “When he amuses me.”

She looked reproach. *“He sent me
to you.”

“Yes— he sent you—to me—for vour
portrait.” She laid a curious emphasis
on the words. They rang loud and
clear through the studio. “Yes, he sent
you—to me—for your portrait.” She
laughed. “Move your hand just
the fraction of an inch to the right—
that will do. You remind me that I
haven't thanked him yet. But if I do
my work very nicely—if I make him a
very beautiful picture—don’t you
think that will be thanks enough?”
And she raised her eyes, very bright
and mocking and inscrutable, to the
others face. Miss Evalyn Pennington
only stared. She couldn't comprehend
her.

But the work went on very well. It
took four sittings. Evalyn came and
went, in her furs and velvets and vio-
lets, and each time she found Selina

exactly the same—an energetic, en-
gaging little figure, with a pale face
and a mode of speech she could not
follow. She pursued her, as she moved
back and forth, with a fascinating
gaze, and did not attempt to reply to
her clever speeches. She was domin-
ated, shy, subdued, before those im-
perious eyes, that daring tongue.

When the picture was finished, Se-
lina called her to see it. She came wi's
a deprecating step she had learned in-
side the studio, and took her place at
Selina's side. The two looked.

It was very beautiful. Evalyn Pen-
nington was sitting in a low chair, her
hands in her lap, her head thrown
slightly back. The coloring—the gold-
en-brown lights of cheek and throat—
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even the texture of the velvet—were ail
charmingly rendered. But they were
right who called Selina clever. How
was it she had contrived to make a
face at once so beautiful and so un-
attractive? How was it that in so
short a time Selina had arrived at
every plebeian tendency,and every ig-
noble possibility, and every unlovely
trait of the other’s nature, and ar-
rayed them there beside this grace of

outline and glowing color? Did the
casual turn of a lip, the tilt of an eye-
ld, hold such significance? Well, it
had all crept in somewhere. It was a
common face—it was an empty face.
while you admired the bloom you won-
dered how long the bloom would
last—what it would leave behind. 1t
was trickery, not art had accomplish-
ed such a thing. But all so subtle--
so indefinable. It defied analysis.

The two girls looked. Evalyn's ex-
clamations of delight died away, as a
faint conception of the picture’s sig-
nificance dawned upon even her blunt
sensibility. It was like—oh yes, won-
derfully like. And beautiful—

“Someway, I don't quite like the ex-
pression,” said Evalyn.

Selina regarded the picture with a
look that was a caress.

“Don’t you?" she said. “But it isn't
for you—it's for him.”

“Yes,” said Evalyn. Stealthily, she
sighed.

EDITH L. LEWIS.

WIND IN THE CORN.

I love to lie in the prairie grass
As the sun’s noon-heat is born
And list to the lisp of the lashing
leaves
As the wind blows through the corn.

For it sings me a song of a land that’s
free
0Of a sod unwounded and clean
Where antelopes race and buffaloes
find
A pasture level and green.

Where the redman roams in search of ¢

game
Or wars in his naked strength
And sleeps at night in the fragrant
grass
A bronzed and brawny length.
For the sound of the wind in the corn
is soft
As the sigh of a child in sleep,
As soothing and calm as the driﬂ.ing
dark
That falls from the bluish deep.

It does mot moan as it does in the

pines
Nor wail as it does on the sea,
But sings a song. faint, far and low
A marvelous melody.

T love to lie in the prairie grass
As the sun’s noon heat is born
And list to the lisp of the lashing
leaves
As the wind blows throngh the corn.
WILLIAM REED DUNROY.
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THE YOUNG QUEE. OF THE
NETHERLANDS,

On August 31, 1598, o young girl in

Holland celebrated her eighteenth -

birthday. Six days later, in royal
robes, seated on a throne erected in
the “Niewe Kerk,” in Amsterdam, she
took the oath which made her Queen
of the Netherlands. Not sinee the
coronation of Queen Vietor'a of Eng-
land, sixty years ago, has a young girl
come to a throne; and as Victoria was,
so is Wilhelmina; a a charming, bril-
liant, and thoroughly femin‘ne wo-
man, and with great possibilities in
prospect, although her kingdom is 30
much smaller. Her full name is Wil
helmina Helena Paulina Maria. The
hereditary name, Wilhelmina, was
given to ber, as she comes of a long
line of Willlams, or Wilhelms, in di-
rect descent from William of Nausaw.

QUEEN WILNELMINA OF HOLLAND

She = the daughter of William [T,
king of the Netherlands, who died No-
vember 23, 1500, and Emma, Princess
of Waldeck and Pyrmont.

In appearance, according to Edith
Lawrence, who describes the installa_
tion in Harper's Bazar for September

g 10, the young queen is most pleasing.

She has fair hair—a light brown—
blue eyes, and a sweet, langhing ex-
pression. She is ne'ther tall nor s'en-
der, as bas been said, but is petite,
with a well rounded shapeiy figure.
Her complexion is beautiful. She
loves to be well dressed, althongh up
to the present time she has had lutle
fine clothes and costly raiment. To
wish to look her best is any woman’s
privilege, may she be queen or peas-
ant mad.
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£ Best Place in Omaha

To BUY Ladies' ¢ s - Furs
Hendy made Sonte Skirts W omim
E Uvderwenr. Neck Wear. B oo
snd all Kinds of ladie= furm=hin g

Lovwrear l""""* Dewirnbls o '
lh— iibe & tention -Evers tdy
inwited Lowik For thic wyn

SCOFIELD;

CLOAK & Sllll Cd,

Ill. BDougins mi.. ®m ibe. Neb.

KNIGHTS TEMPLAR TRIENNTAL
CONCLAVE, PITTSBURG, PA., OC-
TOBER 10 TO 14.

The Burlington will on October 7, 3,
9 and 10, sell round trip tickets to
Pittsburg at $24.00. Limit of these
tickets can be extended by joint agent
at Pittsburg until Oetober 31. For
side trips from Pittsburg and other
information apply at B. & M. depot or
city office, corner Tenth and O streets,
Lincoin, Nebr.

G. W. BONNELL, C. P. & 1. A.
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